100                       PEAKS   AND   LAMAS

went on to Nirt'h with its graceful temple spire, which seemed
to tell us that we were really back in India, and then, after
bidding good-bye to our old friend the Satlej, we climbed again
to 8,000 feet and the frontiers of British India at last. We were
now' all impatience to get to Simla and its luxuries. The ex-
pedition was over, and long unheeded cares and desires, like an
elbowing throng of ghosts come to life, began to jostle us.

We arrived at Narkanda in a heavy shower and stood rooted
in horror gazing on its hutments covered with old kerosene tins
hammered out flat. For nearly three months we had not looked
on an ugly tiling and had begun to take the beauty of the world
for granted, even including the works of man. Now the unclean
hand of encroaching slumdom had reached out to welcome us
home even, here in this glorious situation.

The dak-bungalow's charges, though perfectly normal, struck
us as terrific. For a single man's meal we were expected to
pay what had hitherto sufficed for the expenses of the party for
a whole day. When the caretaker quoted the price, our porters
turned on us such a look of reproach that we simply could not
face it. We managed to find cheaper lodgings in a house that
had, we were told, belonged to some missionaries, but had
now been abandoned and converted into a private hostel. The
house was of wood, shockingly put together; not a decent joint
in it, every window-frame warped, cracks in the plaster, fur-
niture both uncomfortable aftd unsightly, and a few irrelevant
ornamental details on the mantelpieces, that could be traced
back to some obscure Roman source. Tea, black as pitch and
bitter as gall, was served. We hated to sit down or to touch
anything. That night, for the first time for weeks, tinder the
influence of these distressing emotions, it took me more than
a few moments to drop off to sleep*

So missionaries were responsible for this jerry-built place! I
think they must have been the same ones whom Kipling wrote
about in the story of Lispeth in Plain Tales from the Hills.
They lived at Kotgargh then; but that lies only a few miles from
Narkanda. What we saw was doubtless part of their efforts to
" educate the natives." Could they not have found models a
few miles away in the charming and solidly-constructed peasant
chalets ? What could anyone wish for better ? Probably in Nar-
kanda they built like that too, formerly; but when they saw that
the sahibs did things differently, they followed suit and the old